MINSTREL   DAYS

Now began a comradeship that was unique in the
history of theatricals. The Mastodons, destined for
long and continuous association, became a sort of
traveling club. It was really a fine group of men, and

the favorite of the organization was the rosy little
treasurer who day by day fastened himself more firmly
in the hearts of his colleagues.

Nor was this due to the fact that he was "Haverly's
pocket-book," as the men affectionately called him, and
their first aid in all financial need. He was the friend,
confidant, and repository of all their troubles. With
characteristic humor lie gave each member of the com-
pany a day on which he could relate his hardships.
He had a willing ear and an open hand,

When he could not give them the relief they sought
he invariably said with that constant smile, "Well, I
sympathise with you, anyhow/'

Prohman was custodian of the company funds. One
day in "Denver four members of the company found them-
selves without a cent. Charles had tided them over so
many difficulties that they hesitated to ask him again.
As they talked their troubles over they saw him coming
down the street. Instantly all four went down on
their knees and held up their hands in supplication.
When Charles saw them he said, "How much do you
want?** And they got it.

He was always playing some practical joke. With
half a dozen members of the company he formed a little
club which often had supper after the play. This club
was the fountain-head of a thousand jests and pranks.
On one occasion Charles suggested that for the sake of
the novelty of the thing every member of the club have
his head shaved. The group went to a barber-shop.he exciunnont
